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insensible to your beauty and infinite charms, still it ifl
your consummate character that has justly fascinated my
thought and heart; and I have long resolved, were I
permitte<J/-to devote to you my fortune and my life.*

CHAPTER L.

THE month of September was considerably advanced, when
a cab, evidently from its luggage fresh from the railway,
entered the courtyard of Hexham House, of which the
shuttered windows indicated the absence of its master, the
Cardinal, then in Italy. But it was evident that the
person who had arrived was expected, for before his
servant could ring the hall bell the door opened, and a
grave-looking domestic advanced with much deference,
and awaited the presence of no less a personage than
Monsignore Berwick.

* We have had a rough passage, good Clifford,1 said the
great  man,  alighting,  ' but I see you duly received my
telegram.    You are always ready.'

'I hope my Lord will find it not uncomfortable,* said
Clifford. * I have prepared the little suite which you
mentioned, and have been careful that there should be no
outward sign of anyone having arrived/

1 And now/ said the Monsignore, stopping for a moment
in the hall, * here is a letter which must be instantly de-
livered and by a trusty hand/ and he gave it to Mr,
Clifford, who, looking at the direction, nodded his head and
said, ' By no one but myself. I will show my Lord to hw
rooms, and depart with this instantly.'

* And bring back a reply/ added the Monsignore.

The well-lit room, the cheerful fire, the judicious rofee-
Uon on a side table, were all circumstances which usually